46     KABIR'S POEMS

Kabir says : cc 0 brother ! do not pass
by such good fortune as this."

XXXIX

I. 59. sddho, yah tan thath tanvure kd

0 FRIEND ! this body is His lyre ;

He tightens its strings, and draws

from it the melody of Brahma.
If the strings snap and the keys

slacken, then to dust must this

instrument of dust return :

JKabir says : c& None but Brahma can

evoke its melodies.59

XL

I. 65. avadhu bhule ko ghar Idwe

HE is dear to me indeed who can call
back the wanderer to his home.
In the home is the true union, in